HANUN AND  GHABARTAN

were to camp, while the rest of the party, afoot and leading
their unused camels down the rough mountain gorge behind
us, came trickling in, and soon a dozen camp fires sprang
up along the valley. Shisur lay four days ahead, and there
was no water, except the neighbouring water-hole of
Hanun, until we reached it, so we must water camels here
to-morrow and leave with full water-skins for ourselves.

Dawn prayers over, the Badawin scattered in all directions
to round up their camels, and soon they came riding in bare-
backed, and so off to Hanun. Two hours due east, in and
out amongst desolate hills surfaced in places with black flint,
brought us to the high conical hill of Qarn Hanun on the one
hand and a triple-horned system called Ardaf on the other.

Just beyond the earth suddenly opened to form a V--
shaped fissure of crystalline rock, which descended in
terraces of sparkling whiteness to a green wadi floor one
hundred and fifty feet below. The uppermost stratum was
often overhanging; the lowest also had been eroded here
and there into long shallow caves. This was Ghabartan, a
tiny winding wadi which joins the Rakibit within view, and
is thus a source of the Katibit, a big trunk wadi running
north to the sands. Here at its tapering source we looked
down upon the green pond of Hanun in its bed. The
water-hole occasioned the usual disillusionment when I
recalled the Badu stories in its praise - intelligible enough
in a very thirsty land.

Sweet, the Badawin of the sands called it, but I found it
intolerably brackish, and wondered what the water of the
sands they called brackish would be like, for they held
no water so sweet as Hanun. But all such terms are relative,
and to the contented mind the water available is sweet
enough. Hanun was doubtless sweet to the Arab who called